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"THEM THAT GIVES, GITS."

There's a quaint nnd homoly nnylnR
That Is trite, though 111 expressed.

Ami you'll llnd upon tho wclnlilnu'.
That It Tiiinaiires all tlio rest

"Them that gives, glt.''
Is It wealth you're socking after?

Do not tightly closu your palms,
Uut with lovo and happy laughter

Give your brother nccdlnc; ulriifc
"Them that gives, gits."

Is It fame for which you'ro lotiglnBT
Follow Htlll tlio Godlike plan,

Help tho needs forever thronging
ltuurid your struggling fellow man

"Them that gives, kUh."

Jb It knowledge you would fetter?
'Tin within your earnest reach,
lint you'll net It quicker, better,
If another you will tench

"Them that gives, gits."

1b It love, earth's dearest treasure,
You would gather for your store.?

tllvo of love, nor stint tho measure,
'Twill return to you tho more

"Them that gives, gits."
--Elcanore S. lnslee, In N. Y. Sun.

The Earthquake at
Shuter's Corners.

BY A L VERMILYA.

HIT'S comln'; the signs iH nil right,
1 nnd It's surely comln'. Wo'll all

be In eternity by tills time
and the world, nt least our part of It,
will be all Joggled to pieces. This is
our last day on earth, and we'd ought
to reflect onto tho future state." Mrs.
I'otter creaked dismally back and
forth In her wooden rocker, as she
Kazcd with lack-lust- er eyes nt some
half-grow- n chickens that were con-
tentedly scratching before the open
door.

"Wal, I dunno," replied her husband
cheerfully, as ho combed bis scanty
locks before the small looking glass,

I "p'r'aps we'll bo here quite a spell
ei. rncm propnet chaps don t. know

It all." Mr. I'otter was a cheerful
boul, though his wife regarded his pres-
ent optimism as nothing short of rank
sin. Hut be did not believe that any
serious cataclysm was Impending, so
be sat down to supper with his wonted
good spirits.

For a prophet had arisen at Shutor'n
Corners one of those lank, sad eyed,
Ignorant beings who are given to
(1 reams and visions, and who exert an
unaccountable Influence over the minds
ot country folk. This particular Beer
bad been aflllcled with a dolefully real-lfrt- lo

dream, In which lie had seen tlio
'Corners" and the surioundliig coun-
try swallowed up by a great, earth-
quake. Then an angel had appeared
to him In his sleet), nnd had told lilin
Uiat It was an nil-wo- ol vision, and that
tho tilings which ho had seen would
surely tome to pass, on tho liTth day
ot tlio coming mouth, at exactly eight
o'clock in tho morning. Tho destruc-
tion was to lie complete, and after that
date tho world would know Shuter's
Corners no more. Tim prophet, it was
said, bad eaten heartily of fresh pork
nnd tried onions on the ovo of tho
dream, which elicumstancn may have
bad somo connection with tho "Union,"
though this Is mere conjecture.

Krom tho time of tlio vision, tho
prophet bad done nothing but wander
iiboitt the little hamlet, "warnin' " tlio
Inhabitants, many of whom, greatly
1o their discredit, believed tlio lanky
one, and were accordingly much de
pressed. These believers were for
leaving the place at once, but as none
seemed to Know Just bow far tlio earth-
quake's destruction might extend, they
(hanged their minds and concluded to
die at home. liesldes, It was right in
harvesting time, and with a faint hope
that there might bo somo mistake In
regard to the coming of tho advertised

4, alamlty, tlieso superstitious folk con-
tinued to gather in their crops, though
tho work was done In n perfunctory
manner. Mr. Potter and his son, John,
were quite unaffected by tho prevailing
gloom; and tho cheerf illness and en-

ergy 'with which theso two worked at
gathering In tho harvest surprised and
annoyed tho followers of tho prophet,
and caused tho dyspeptic soothsayer to
declaim loudly against tho worthy
farmer's "ongodllness." But Mrs. Pot-

her was the only utterly hopeless ono
In tho place. Sho looked forward with
absolute certainty to tho coming of the
earthquake on scheduled time, tho 27th
day of August, nt eight o'clock. It
was now tho evening of fho HGth.

Mr. Potter sat down at tho table and
began peeling a boiled potato. Anx-
iety for tho morrow had not Impaired
bis appetite.

"Come, Salry," ho said, cheerfully,
"act up and hev some supper. Come
and hov a cup of tea und somo of theso
poached algs. They're real good, tho
way you cook 'em." Mr. Potter had
always been Indulgent with h wlfo,
nnd now, though ho was thoroughly
(llngtiHted at her taking bo strongly to
'lho papular delusion, bo triad to cheer

her nnd to divert her mind from the J

expected catastrophe.
"Wal," said Mr Potter, conilurj

weavlly to tho, table, "1 s'poso 1 may
us well set down with you, though I

ulu't no stomach for eatin'. Mr. dar-
ner says everybody ought to bo pray-In- ',

nnd prcpnrln' for tho end."
"Dang .Jabe Garner!" exclaimed her

husband, in a burst ot Just Indigna-
tion. "He's a dum nuisance, and ought
to be drove out of tho Corners. If
he'd pay a little more attention to his
business, and try to raise something
on that vycedy farm of hlsn, or do bet-
ter work at plasterln', when ho tackles
that business, ho wouldn't hov quite
so many pesky dreams, lie's a plum
tinuil." Mr. Potter savagely speared
unothor potato from tho dish, and be
gan llercely cutting It up with its skin
on.

"O Sllns," said Mrs. Potter, with a
reproachful look at her husband, "how
can you speak so onrespectful of Mr.
Garner? He says he's a leal prophet,
app'lnted by God, and that tlio angel
.told him to warn his neighbors, so
that they could rdpont of their sins.
Desidcs, ho proves all ho says by reve-
lation. He's a pious man, Mr. Gar-
ner Is, anil don't want his friends to bo
hurled Into eternity onpreparcd. Uut
wo won't quarrel about anything when
we'ro so closte to tho end of our days."

"Course wo won't," chcorftilly assent- -

ed her husband. "We'll Jest eat a
good hearty supper, and not worry
about tho future. Where's John?
Didn't he conic In a spell ago?"

Mrs. Potter glanced out of tho open
door, her brows contracting with an-

noyance.
"I declare," nho exclaimed with as-

perity, tho earthquake for t ie moment
lorgotten, "If there ain't tho boy
(John was 2!)) over to Rogers' again,
spoonln' with that shlt'less Mary. The
Idea of his being so sot on a girl that
reads Shakespeare, and can't make
good salt rlsln bread, let alone hop
'east! Hut John shan't never marry
tho minx so long's I'm on earth."

"Which won't bo long, 'cord In' to
jour tell, mother," said Mr. Potter,
helping himself to another generous
disli of apple sauce. "Still, wo may
not move out quite so sudden, after all;
and you know that you promised John
to givo your consent to his marrying
Mary, If tho world wa'nt swallowed up
on tho 27th."

Mrs. Potter said nothing, but gazed
scornfully In tho dltcctlon of tlio Hog-e- m

cottage. John's lovo for Mary
Hogers bad been a soro trial to bis
mother. Not that the good woman
did not want her son to marry; It. wns
simply because sho did not like tlio
Klrl. Any of the other marriageable
maidens of tlio place would have been
satisfactory to her as a daiighter-In-lu-

but Mary Hogers never. She
didn't like Mary simply because! she
was unlike tlio other girls, tho dif-
ference being merely that Mary had
the energy to get a little education.
Mary was a pleasant, modest girl, and
did not parade her knowledge of
"grammar and sech stuff," as Mrs.
I'otter contemptuously put It. It is
said that some good generally comes
I torn the gientest disaster, and since
the promulgation of tlio dire
"prophecy," the good woman had been
nblo to glean ono atom of comfoil- -

tlio eatlhquuke would prevent. John's
marriage to nn "educated" girl. Learn-
ing is seldom popular in tho rural dis-

tricts.
"And Mary's cetlalnly a good girl,"

resumed Mr. I'otter. "If I'm tiny
judge, she's tho most energetic girl In
die place. If she don't care for dances
nnd such, Where's tho harm? P'r'aps

can't cook Jest like you experienced
housekeepers, but sho'll learn. She
nnd John could get along first rale, I

know. I do hope Jabo Garner's made
somo mistake In his cal'latlons." Mr.
Potter's whimsical smile was lost on
liis wife, who wtis Intently watching
her son as lie slowly came up tho street
fiom the Hogers cottage.

"There won't bo no mistake," re
turned Mrs. Potter. "It. does seem
strange that some people will refuse
to heed the warnln's of Inspired
prophets." Sho gave a sniff, anil just
then John entered the kitchen and
loolc bis place ut the table.

"Pass up your cup, John," said his
mother, "and have somo tea. It's
about cold, und so is the meat and tin
potatoes. Hut I don't s'poso It mat
ters," sho paid, relapsing Into her for-
mer apathetic condition, "for tho things
of earth Is almost passed away, and
wo won't need no moro food."

"Not till morning, ma,'
loplled John, cheerfully, "not till to
morrow morning. Then wo'll havo a
good breakfast, such ns you always
get."

His mother gave him n look of min
gled sorrow and reproach.

"I hope you men don't expect mo to
get any breakfast morning,
and tho town nnd perhaps tho whole
earth to bo destroyed at eight o'clock.
There won't lie no moro tlmo thnn
wo'll need to prepare ourselves for tho
other world."

Her son changed tho subject. "Got
all tho wheat In tho west lleld In," ho
said, "and after supper I'm going to
fix up your nasturtiums. They're
sprawling nil over tho ground."

Ills mother vouchsafed 'no reply, hut
arose from tho table, and went de-

jectedly out upon tho stoop.
The morrow dawned clour and bcau-ttfu- l.

In the Moft mornlne breeze and

the blue sky thcro were no Indications
of approaching doom. Mr. Potter and
John were up betimes, us usual, in.'.i
were mending n hayrack, seeming not
at all depressed by any tear of coming
disaster. At breakfast time they en-

tered the kitchen, but no meal wus in
sight. Mrs. Potter was feverishly pe-

rusing her Illlile. She implored bet
husband and her son to "think' outs
eternity, und to remain near her." They
promised to do both, und said that thoy
were not going farther away than tho
barn.

"Never mind the breakfast, John,"
said Mr. Potter; "wo can take a bltu
by and by, and tho wheat won't take
any harm If wu let It go this forenoon.
Wo must look after your mother. Sho
Is all played out with tho hard work
of tlio summer, und that's the reason
sho's took up so strong with that fool
prophet's Idea. Hut 'taln't nothlu'; her
nerves Is jest unstrung. I'll take her
on a trip to Nlagry, this fall, or my
Diitno ain't Silas Potter. Sho don't bou
nothing but tho humdrum things of tho
country, und that must bo wearln' on
a woman. When she gits over tills no-

tion, wo mustn't never say anything tu
her about It."

Uut Mrs. Potter could not rent easy
and neglect tho breakfast, even If the
world wero to bo convulsed at eight
o'clock sharp. Tlio habits of years of
punctuality wero strong within her,
und the thoughts that tlio "men follis"
wero going without their breakfasts
wero too much for her. Though It was
now half-pa- st seven, a full hour later
than tho usual breakfast time, she set
about getting the morning meal, fully
persuaded, however, (hut it would
never bo eaten. Sho went about her
work In a dnzed, weary manner, ever
and anon glancing furtively at tlio lit
tlo clock, which ticked merrily on, all
careless of the lapse of time.

Mr. Potter carried an armful of green
corn into the kitchen, and laid it upon
a bench by the door, then started on
bis way to tho Injured hayrack.

Crash! crash! Mr. Pot
ter, half way to tho barn, turned qulol
ly at the thunderous noise, and looked
toward the house. A thick dust was
Issuing from tho kitchen door, and
from out tlio cloud camu a woman's
cries und lamentations. Heavens!
Was Jabo Garner right after all, and
had the disintegration of the world be
gun? Vet there bad been no shock,
and tho cattlo in a lleld close by were
browsing contentedly, evincing no
signs of fear. With a few rapid
strides, Mr Potter reached tho kitchen
door, John hurrying sifter.

Upon tho floor sat Mrs. Potter, a pic-
ture of helpless, hopeless woe. Her
appearance was enough to bring laugh-
ter from a graven image. In her lap
was a goodly supply of fried potatoes,
her clothes wero dripping with milk,
while numerous strips and triangles of
wall paper lent additional decoration
to her garments. Her eyes wero full
of dust, which she was vainly endeav-
oring to remove with a corner of her
milk-soak- apron. Kiom the table
ran thin streams of syrup, gravy and
popper sauce. The dishes wrro In a
Mate of chaos, most of them being
broken. Utter ruin seemed to pervade
tho kitchen.

"It's It's walled
Mrs. Potter. "The earth is beln' nwal-le- r.

d up, and the heavens rolled to-

gether like a scroll. The Lord havo
mercy on tin nil! Ouch!" Tho terrified
woman had placed her hand upon n hot
frying pan that lay at her side.

"Come, Salry," said her husband,
trying to suppress his laughter, "gel
up. This ain't no earthquake; It's
jest Homo,r that shlfless Jabe Gar-
ner's poor work'. Look at tho cellln'.
'Hout. seven Ion of plaster's fell olf.
it's a mercy you wa'n'l squashed Hat."

Ho helped ills wlfo to her feet, nnd
as sho at last got tho dust from her
eyes, and beheld tlio condition of bar
kitchen, a change came over her. Tlio
lcar of being suddenly launched into
nnotlier world passed away and sho
again beheld things In their trtto light.
Sho glanced, a little nervously, per-
haps, at the clock, ami said, "Good
land! Silas, don't stand I here as If
j on was made of wood, (lot to work
nnd help me clean ;ip this muss. John,
you get tlio shovel and a bushel basket,
My, don't I wlsh't that Garner was bore
now!" She gazed at the wreckage
about her in a manner that boded no
good to tho visionary Jabe,

It was ten o'clock before breakfast
was served In tho Potter kitchen that
August day, but tho meal was uu ex-

cellent ono, notwithstanding Its late-
ness, Mrs. Potter was almost as ac-

tive end cheerful as before tho blight-
ing "prophecy" enmo to town. No
reference wns made to tho earthquake,
save once, when John slyly remarked,
"Ma, don't you notice that It's con-
siderably past eight o'clock?"

His mother made no reply, but mero-I- )
passed him the cookies.

John nnd Mary wore married In Oc-

tober and moved into a prelty cottage
just across tho street from tho elder
Potters' home. Mrs. Potter, her nerves
onco more In a perfectly normal state,
found much to admire In her daughter-in-

-law; and often declared that an
an sensible woman John's
wife was a shining example. She said
the young lady's equal didn't live In
Shuter's Corucrs.nnd that when John
took a fancy to Mary Uogcrs, he
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TWO YOUNG MEN

Flail Auotlnr .analnmii.

Two Voting Men went into Cook's .shop under pretense of buy-

ing meat. While the Cook's hack was turned, one of tliein snatched
up piece of heef, and gave it to his who put it under his
cloak. The Cook, turning round again, missed the heef and charged
them with the theft. "I haven't got it," said he who had taken it. "I
have taken none of your meat," said he who had it. "F.ook here,"
!,aid the Cook, "which of you has stolen tny meat I can't say, but of
this I am sure, between you both there's thief and couple of ras-
cals,"

Moral An hon mini's otd ir iioml hit oath; nnd a roKUu'a, too, for ha
thnt will clival and lie. why "liould he ocrupplu forswear Itlmnclf.

FABLED SNAKE MARKET.

Mlaaotirl Woman Wi-ii- t Tunn wllh.
it Hundred llcpl lle, flut

Couldn't Sell.

An old woman wns In Joplln the other
Jny with a basket, the fight of which,
according to the News-Heral- d of recent
date, made women scream and men
sign the pledge. was filled with
snakes of every size and variety.

"It was ascertained," thq News-Heral- d

says, "thai the oAvnc.r of the snakes
had come to the city todlspohonf them,
she having been led to believe Hint she
could Und ready purchasers for the rep-

lies in Joplln.
"'I lle near Granby,' she said to a

reporter, 'and always keep a couple of
small snakes for the kids to play with.
These kind are perfectly harmless.
About a month ago a traveling man whir
ate dinner at my hoiifo told mo that
there was a snake factory In Joplln. He
Raid that they usul the skins to make
belts and gloves out of, while the bod-

ies wffc Mild to the cawiago mills. He
said I hat they brought $1X0 a foot. I

thought was a good way to make
money, very few Funk's are less
than Iwi. fert In length. That would
be Ihtee dollars a Sllilke, you see. Well,
I worked hard for a month catching the
Rtiakep.. I hired all the small boys in
the ighborhood and paid them at (he
ralr of ten cents a snake. 1 have a hun-
dred or moro snakes with me now
There are only samphs which I have
here Iti this basket; the othr are in
my wagon out on Seventh street.'

"The woman rrfiiFcd to give her name
for publication, ns she twIil she did not
want her husband to know what she
had been doing.

'"I expected to realize about $.1,000
out. of the snakes," she Mild. 'With tlih
money I Intended to lift the morlgngo
on our place nnd Mirprlto my hus-
band.' "

rinding no market for the rrptllen,
the old woman carried them to the end
of Kast Seventh street and turned them
out; and now, every time a Joplln
woman's loot touches anything on the
Round unexpectedly, she gives a high
Jump anil n yell that would excite envy
In tlio heart of a Comanche.

Ncrv (arriiiiin Miiamm,
In Germany It Is Intended to make the

restored SaalsiiurK In the Khlno country
a museum for antiquities from the Ho-m-

occupation and earlier times. To
decorate the museum vorlous statues
Df Ttoman emperors are in preparation.
Tho sculptor, Goetz.of Berlin, has com-
pleted his models of Adrian nnd Alex-
ander Severes und submitted them to
the Gerunn emperor.

('nunc of ii id I'lillurf .

The reason so many people do not
succeed is because thoy work bo little.

Washington (la.) Democrat.

Diplomat.
A diplomat Is a man who pretendi

that tlio other fellow's way is bis when
he can't havo his own,

e Jolt.
A woman tihually begins her life work

when she marries a mun to reform him.
Chicago Dally News,

Hour In SI. I.oiila,
A St. Louis widow was married re-

cently with a baby lu her arm.
Tlii reunion l.lat,

The umount paid lu peuslom il&cc
th dill war U
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BIRD THAT EATS SPANISH FLY.

I'nllcH llnrlf on nn Inarrt Thnt Pro
iliicca n IHlNler on Itu-ini- iti T(lelnwa.

One would scarcely suppose that a
bird that fattened Itself on nn insect
which will blister your flesh almost sin
quickly as the burning bead of a parlor
match would bo much of a tablo lux-
ury, but there Is such n bird. It Is
called tho papahote, anil It belongs to
the plover family. It Is about tho bIzb
of tlio woodcock, with a sober gray
plumage and a short, bard bill. Tho
coning of tho Spanish fly tipon tho
foliage In tlio localities It frequents Is
sudden and mysterious. No ono known"
whence It conies or whither It goes. It
disappears ns mysteriously as it comes.
It Is a most destructive) Insect, coming
in countless myriads, and eats of grow-
ing tilings. Hut tlio papahote comes
with It, slays until tho lly disappears,
and consumes millions .if the peat. Tho
birds grow no fat on this corrosive In-- I
sect that they beionio literally ball

I covered with feathers. V'heii Uiey fall
before tho gun of tho hunter thoy
hurst open like overripe fruit.

The papahote hi the shyest of birds.
and can bo approached within gunshot
In only one way, for, unlike nil known
game birds, It will not crouch to the
dog. It Is heavy of wing, keen of sight
and hearing, und rises long before tlio
hunter Is in range, resembling In this
lespecl your common meadow lark'. It
can lio shot In no really sportsuiunllko
way, and only by using a liorso and
wagon. Tho bird will permit a horse
to walk quite eloso to It, and tho hunt-
ers lake advantage of (his und in open
buggies and spring wagons rldo about
among tho feeding grounds, und drop
the birds ns thoy rise on every aido in
easy rango.

Tlirlr .Viniilirra Arr Inc rrnalna;.
Of women nanlWiry inspectors thor

are over 10 in Kuglnnd and Wales, six In
Scotland, nnd five In Ireland, about HO
women luring engaged In vnr'otis kinds
of sanitary work. IJuilerthe homt-omr- o

there are teven lady factory Inspectors,
four under the local government board
and five under the L. C, C.

Jew In Iluiiiiiacua.
DamaKMiii now contains about tho

same number of Jews that It had In
the time of St. Paul. In tho middle
of tho first century of our era some 10,-00- 0

Jews lived In Damascus and wero
governed by an etlinarch; tho present
Jewish community Is computed at
about 11,000.

Iter AilmlrliiK Frlemla.
Kva Maude's having her portrait

painted.
Ida Well, It's liable to look Just Ilka

her if they get the paint on thick
enough 1'hllndelphla Ilulletln.

Anililitooua.
Mrs. Marigold How do jnu happen

to he so much brighter than other peo-
ple, Mr. Author?

Mr. Author Well or you see, thn
criticisms of my books make me smart.

Kansas City Journal.

Have (iooil Point.
Borne mcu are like pins; they have

their good points, yet they are apt lo
stick you.

TnUr Mn Clmiire.
Don't take chaticcs of proposing to

girl on Friday; ho might aot relus
you.


